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Volp. 'Twill out, 'twill out! Stand clear. See where it flies.
In shape of a blue toad, with a bat's wings!
Do you not see it, sir? Corb, What? I think I do. Corv. 'Tis too manifest. Volp, Look! he comes to himself! Volt. Where am I? Volp, Take good heart, the worst is past, sir.
You are dispossessed. ist Avoc. What accident is this ? 2nd Avoc. Sudden, and full of wonder! $rd Avoc. If he were
Possessed, as it appears, all this is nothing,. Corv. He has been often subject to these fits. ist Avoc. Show him that writing: - Do you know
it, sir?
Volp. Deny it, sir, forswear it; know not. Volt. Yess I do know it well, it is my hand;
But all that it contains is false. Bon. O practice! 2nd Ai'oc. What maze is this! ist Avoc. Is he not guilty, then,
Whom you there name the parasite? Volt. Grave fathers,
No more than his good patron, old Volpone. 4th Avoc. Why, he is dead. Volt. Oh, no, my honoured fathers.
He lives -
ist Avoc. How! lives? Volt. Lives.
2nd Avoc. This is subtler yet! $rd Avoc. You said he was dead. Volt. Never. ^rd Avoc. You said so. Corv. I heard so.
4th Avoc. Here comes the gentleman; make him way. $rd Avoc. A stool.